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the dinghy, cut loose from the sinking 
sloop, and head for the nearest spot 
of dry land. 

The winds and waves helped me. 
Twenty minutes later, I was tossed 
up on the rough coral shore of a pint- 
sized atoll. I had seen the sloop go 
under minutes after I had abandoned 
it. 

I lay face-down on the beach for 
maybe half an hour, with the dinghy 
pulled up alongside. Finally I caught 


my breath and felt less water-logged. 

I propped myself up and looked 
around. 

The first thing I saw was a stand 
of palm trees. Then I saw the women. 

There were ten of them, with the 
dusky skin of the islander. Their jet- 
black hair hung in ringlets to their 
shoulders. Some of them were totally 
nude. Others wore a little fringe of 
beads around their hips, and a few 
modest souls added a necklace that did 


absolutely nothing to cover their full 
breasts. They w’ere all young, all 
pretty. And me who hadn’t had a 
woman in ten days or more. I got 
the idea that I had landed in paradise, 
sure enough. 

More women appeared. Young 
ones, mature ones, but no old ones. 
Naked ones, ones wearing strings of 
beads, girls with wreaths of flowers 
around their waists. All lovely. All 
(Continued on page 62) 
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SABA, LAND OF LOVE- 
STARVED WOMEN 

(Continued from page 6) 

volcanic craters; wound around hair¬ 
pin turns on the mountainside; looked 
down on spotless little communities 
in the valleys; looked up at wind¬ 
blown houses clinging to the very top 
of the mountain. Daphne told me that 
the main income producing industries 
here were fishing and farming, and 
that it was very hard to earn a living 
here. That explained why so many of 
the able-bodied men had left to take 
good jobs in the oil refineries of 
Aruba and Curacao, which are nearby 

Dutch possessions. Many Saba wives 
see their husbands only a few weeks 
out of the year; the rest of the time, 
hubbie is off earning the guilders. 

“Life must get pretty boring for a 
girl here,” I ventured. 


“Oh, it does, it does! We keep 
house, and plant our gardens, and we 
do embroidery. We’re famous for our 
embroidery. But there are so many 
other things we’d rather be doing! If 
there were only some men!” 

“You’re unmarried, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” she said. “But even the 
women who get married don’t see their 
men too often.” 

We arrived at Bottom, a trim, fresh¬ 
ly-painted little village that might have 
been transplanted overnight from the 
Netherlands to this wild rocky island. 
Daphne took me to a guest house, run 
by the government for the benefit of 
the few visitors who come here. I was 
told I would have to pay only for my 
food, laundry, and for the hire of a 
cook. The total sura was ridiculously 
low. I was given a big room with an 
enormous four-poster bed, and I had 
the use of a living room, a dining 
room, a kitchen, a bath, and a plump, 
efficient Dutch cook. (The cook, let 
me add, was over sixly^—I didn’t get 
any ideas about her, or her about me.) 


After a delicious meal, I stopped off 
at the room Ron had been given to 
compare notes. 

“That was a pretty lousy trick, 
passing me up on the road,” he com¬ 
plained. “I thought I’d cave in be¬ 
fore I got all the way up the hill.” 

“Tough,” I said. “I was getting 
even because you grabbed that girl 
out from under my nose. How is she, 
by the way?” 

“How is she? Lord help me, she’s 
the wildest thing I’ve ever known.” 
And he proceeded to tell me about 
Wilhelmina. Despite the absence of a 
ring on her finger, she was married— 
to a Dutch oil worker who earned his 
pay on Aruba, and wouldn’t be back 
for five months. Wilhelmina was a 
lonely “Dutch widow,” who got the 
loving she craved only on her hus¬ 
band’s rare leaves. So she grabbed it 
wherever she could. On the way up 
the hillside, she had kept the con¬ 
versation on the suggestive side, and 
had offered to show my buddy a 

(Continued on page 64) 
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ISLAND OF FXIIFO WOMIN 

{Continued from fage Zt) 

[coking at me wilh g^eamiifg eyes. 

Not a single man. 

There were swarms of them, now- -- 
at least forty or fifty, though who can 
count wTen surrounded by so niuch 
delicious nudity? Four of them took 
me by the arms, rai.sed me to my feet, 
lifted me off the ground completely. 
Hands fought to grab hold of me. 
They jostled each other like New 
York housewives trying to get to the 
bargain counter. I thought for a min¬ 
ute they were going to rip me apart. 

They started carrying me inland, 
and I soon found myself in a little 
ramshackle village. Still no men, but 
more women came flooding out from 
all over to see me, I found it quite 
odd that a village should be pojudated 
exclusively by young women. No men, 
no children, no oldsters. My mind be¬ 
gan to tick. I remembered, back five 
years, to the old salt wise liad told me 
of Luanape. 

“Three hundred women, maybe. 
And hungry for men. I’ve seen men 
who were shipwrecked there and who 
managed to escape. They were never 
the same .since.” 

I had no doubt now. This vvas 
Luanape —and I was the prisoner of 
these inan-hungry exiled women! 

I was carried into a big hut and 
put down on a thick reed mat carpeted 
with sweet-smelling hibiscus blossoms. 
I found myself facing a woman who 
by her posture and bearing was ob¬ 
viously the boss here. 

She w'as perhaps thirty. She was 
close to six feet talk wi»h breasts like 
swelling grapefruits and legs like cop¬ 
pery pillars. Her sensuous, incredibly 
beautiful body was nude except for a 
wreath of flowers that rested gently 
on the high, rounded thrust of her 
bosom. 

Speaking in the simple island jar¬ 
gon, she identified herself as Suilone 
—Queen of Luanap»e. Just wliat offense 
had caused this massive, powerful 
woman to he sentenced here, I never 


found out—but I could see that her 
rule was absolute. 

She ordered me to stand before her. 

“Strip,” she boomed. 

My shirt had been washed away in 
the sea, and my trousers were more 
gone than here. But I was still fluster¬ 
ed by the order. I hesitated, and 
found myself getting poked in the 
back by the storre points of long 
sfrears wielded by two muscular-look¬ 
ing damsels. This was no time for 
modesty. I fumbled with my water- 
pulled it open, and stepped 
out of ray clothing. Frn no more in¬ 
hibited than the next guy, but the 
thought of being nude in front of an 
audience of about two hundred fifty 
women was slightly disconcertTug. My 
Ccors were burning. 

But they burned a little harder a 
minute later. Queen Suilone rose from 
her throne, walked with ponderous 
dignity to the reed mat. She then or¬ 
dered me to make love to her. 

I was numbed. She was beautiful, 
lush, exciting. But how could I make 
love to her here—in front of this 
enormous crowd? 

“It is—impossible,” I said shame¬ 
facedly. “Ihere are too many on¬ 
lookers.” 

hey will .stay,” the queen said. 
“Make love to me or die.” 

I hesitated, and she could see plain¬ 
ly that I was unable at the moment 
to give her what she wanted. She 
clapipcd her hands and two lovelies 
stepped forward, bearing a bowl of 
some thick pinkish substance. They 
indicated that I should, drink from it, 

Jt was fermented coconut milk, dop¬ 
ed with some powder ground from 
a native root, and if I had the formula 
I would be a rich man today. It was 
a jim dandy aphrodisiac. After the 
third gulp, I felt ready to make love 
to a regiment of Amazons. My inhibi¬ 
tions dropped away. I knelt by the 
Queen and she drew me to her, to the 
accompaniment of loud cheers from 
the oidookers. 

I was iminediately surrounded by a 
trio of tall girls who bore me off to 
the lagoon. There —watched carefully 
by thf3 others— they gave me a thor¬ 


ough bath in the cool, sparkling water. 
I felt refreshed afterward, but I was 
knocked out by my bout with the 
ocean and my bouth with Queen Sui¬ 
lone, and wanted nothing better than 
to he allowed to sleep for a week. 

Some chance I Smiling lassies 
brought me another bowl of the coco¬ 
nut juice, and within half and hour 
I was at it again. Not with the Queen, 
this time, but to some of the ladies- 
in-waiting. J took on to thinking that 
paradise was turning out to be a pret-^ 
ty strenuous place. Breasts and thighs 
and tawny buttocks were just so much 
meat to me after a while. 

They let me sleep—for an hour and 
a half. Then I was awake again, with 
a splitting headache and a choking 
sensation in my chest, and they were 
sfUffing more of the coconut punch 
down my throat. 

All during that night I made love— 
it must have been ten or twenty times. 
They allowed me an hour breather be¬ 
tween each round, and kept me arti¬ 
ficially invigorated with the coconut 
stuff Even so, I grew less and less 
able to respond to their caresses. I 
was getting dizzy and incoherent. It 
was one long succession of soft, warm 
bodies hurling themselves at me. 

Morning came. I was allowed to 
get three whole hours of sleep. Then 
I was awakened; my eyes were sting¬ 
ing, my head throbbing wildly. I was 
carried down to the lagoon and 
scrubbed again, then borne back to 
the Queen’s hut. She greeted me with 
ecstatic little squeals, and wrapped her 
powerful arras about me, pressing me 
to her mighty breasts. 

And so it went on, for three days. 
Three days of sheer torture. I’ve al¬ 
ways been a healthy and virile chap, 
but I was prodded right to my limits. 
Except for the Queen, who had me 
once each day, I don’t think I saw any 
of them twice. By the end of it, I was 
like a mechanical man, a robot built 
for one purpose only, I couldn’t think, 
couldn’t talk, couldn’t keep them away 
from me. 

There are limits to male human en¬ 
durance, no matter what the love- 

(Continued on page 66) 
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happy women of Luanape seemed to 
think. I couldn’t keep up the pace 
forever. Early on the morning of the 
fourth day I passed out cold, and when 
I woke it was sundown. So I had been 
out for an entire day, at least. No 
doubt they were furious. 

As a matter of fact, they were. I 
was tied down in the Queen’s hut, and 
Suilone was standing over me with an 
enormous knife in her hand. I looked 
up in puzzlement. 

“You are no longer of use to us,” 
I was informed. “Therefore we will 
kill you.” 

I tried to explain that I could go on 
being of use to them, if they would 
only let me rest a while between ap¬ 
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pointments. But Suilone was determin¬ 
ed to kill me. They had had their 
fun; now they were going to show 
their hatred for the sex that had exiled 
them. Her eyes ran the length of my 
naked body, and with a cold chill I 
realized that she had some particular¬ 
ly grisly method in mind for the execu¬ 
tion. 

I was too tightly bound to even 
wriggle. Suilone was whicking that 
blade around as if she meant im¬ 
mediate business, but to my surprise 
I learned that the grim event was to 
take place at sunrise. 

The Luanape women danced and 
sang in front of me for an hour, 
stamping their feet, whirling about, 
their breasts bobbing, their bodies be¬ 
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coming oiled with sweat. Then, as 
darkness came over the island, they 
went to their huts, leaving me guard¬ 
ed by two of the oldest women. 

I lay awake a long time, brooding 
about my fate, and finally dozed off. 
I was awakened in the middle of the 
night,, by a hand jogging my shoulder. 

By the moonlight I saw my two 
guards lying fast asleep at the mouth 
of the hut, and a girl of about fifteen, 
stark naked, was crouching at my side, 
efficiently sawing through my bonds. 
She was like a delivering angel. 
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“It is wrong to kill you,” she mur¬ 
mured softly. “You must flee now, be¬ 
fore morning, or you will die most 
horribly.” 

She helped me to my feet—I was 
stiff and cramped and weak as a kit¬ 
ten—and together we tiptoed through 
the quiet village and down to the 
beach. Her name was Arupali, she 
told me. She was the youngest girl 
on the island, sentenced because she 
had refused to sleep with the seventy- 
vear-old chieftain of her tribe. And 

j 

she was beautiful, though her body 
was still slim and boyish, and her 
tender breasts were but unsprouted 
buds as yet. She had taken pity on 
me, and at great personal risk had 
given a sleeping-drink to my guards 
and had cut me loose. 

The dinghy was still on the beach, 
where I had left it. We had a tender 
little farewell scene—-she pressed her 
body against me for a minute, and 
then she was gone, scampering up the 
beach, waving at me. I watched her 
vanish into the underbrush, and hoped 
she wouldn’t be blamed for my dis¬ 
appearance. 

Then I shoved off, paddling despera¬ 
tely despite my state of utter exhaus¬ 
tion. I paddled until sunrise, when 
Luanape was far behind me. I won¬ 
dered how Queen Suilone was going 
to take it when I was found missing. 

The rest of that day is a blank. I 
drifted on the calm sea, sun-crazy and 
thirsty, and I don’t know how long I 
drifted. But I was picked up, finally, 
by a copra ship bound for Borneo, 
and I was in pretty bad shape when 
they found me. 

I spent three weeks flat on my back, 
recuperating. My little interlude on 
Luanape had cost me twenty pounds, 
and maybe five years of my life. 

But that’s the story, and there’s the 
‘island. If you feel hungry for femi¬ 
nine embrace, head Pacifieward. But 
I warn you—you may get more than 
you’re bargaining for, on the island 
of Queen Suilone. And the next time, 
there might not be some tender-heart¬ 
ed girl to help you escape. 

The end 































On the famous and fabled island of Tahiti (one of the 
last remaining outposts for the true adventurer) the 
natives still practice the charming courting dance 
known as the Tahitian Love Dance. Now, for the first 




secret native rite 




PeiforiYiitig the 
traditional, excitingly 
primitive dance are 
Miriva (a beautiful 
Tahitian girl with a 
trace of French blood) 
and her sister-in-law 
Helen. Both girls were 
taught the ritual dance 
by their parents when 
they were children. 
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Like any other ethnic group, the Tahitians have 
carried their folklore down through the ages. 
That^s why the dance you see here is exactly 
the same as it was when it was first performed 
by the Islanders hundreds of years ago. 


Miriva has lived on the 
island all her life. Her 
father was a French 
merchant who met her 
mother on one of his 
numerous trips to Tahiti 
and the surrounding isles. 
The result of the marriage 
was of course Miriva. 

The young, native lovely 
tapes in at 35-24-36 and 
stands 5' 3^' high in her 
hula skirt. 



















Miriva's sister-in-law Helen however^ is a full-blooded native of the tropic island and 
as can be seen, all the natives have been known throughout the ages (ever since 
they were discovered by Capt. Cook in the 18th Century) for their beauty, intel¬ 
ligence and grace. 

The legend of the ritual love dance of the Polynesian natives stems from the 
life story of their first great chieftain, Honehoke. He was the first native chief 
of the Society Islands who was able to unite all the islanders into a state of tribes. 
















The legend further tells us (and Miriva enlisting the aid of Helen act it out with 
graceful hand and hip motions) that after uniting his subjects Honehoke fell in 
love with the young daughter of the king of a neighboring tribe. 

However, the neighboring ruler refused to let his only daughter marry the great 
Honehoke because their islands were so far apart he would never see his daugh¬ 
ter again. At this point, Honehoke starts to war with the king and also plans to 
kidnap his daughter, in the ensuing battle between the two tribes, Honehoke is 
mortally wounded although his tribesmen are victorious in war. 






















As he lays dying on a clifF overloking the sea Honehoke is visited by his love Lanai. She 
sees that he is dying and in a frenzy of regret and grief she starts to run for the edge 
of the cliff. With his last strength, Honehoke reaches out to stop his love from self destruc¬ 
tion and in the struggle they both fall over the cliff to their death. 

Because their bodies were never recovered from the depths of the sea the islande 
end tells us that the great chieftain and his one, true love are forever united in the world 
beyond. Therefore, whenever young lovers meet in Tahiti and plan to marry, the natives 
surround them in a circle and dance out the legend to insure their future happiness. 















Would you be Wng shij^recked on a tropical 

island 


girls? Before you 


be South Pacific 


a ns we: 


by Lin Charles 
as told to Sam Mallory 


ISLAND OF EXILED WOMEN 


S HIPWRECKED on a tropic isle in the 
South Pacific, your only com¬ 
panions some two hundred fifty beauti¬ 
ful nude girls hungry for your caress 
—that sounds like paradise on Earth, 
doesn’t it? The sort of thing every 
red-blooded man dreams about. 

Well, let me give you the real scoop, 
buddy, because I’ve been through it. 
It isn’t paradise at all. It’s hell, sheer 
hell, after the first half hour. It isn’t 
a dream, it’s a nightmare. And if you 
don’t think so, go try it for yourself. 

The island is still there. The girls 
will be mostly different, because it’s 
five years since the time of my visit, 
but whoever is there now will be just 
as lovely and just as amorous. 


The name of the island is Luanape. 
It’s a bit of coral rock not quite a 
mile square, located in the Gilbert Is¬ 
land Group. 

The women range from about age 
sixteen to about age thirty. They are 
drawn from most of the islands in the 
area, and some from as far away as 
the Marshall islands to the north and 
the Ellice group to the squth. You 
see, Luanape is a kind of prison is¬ 
land. The natives send women there 
who have to be exiled from their tribes 
for any one of a number of marital 
offenses. 

A woman who spends the night 
with a lover, becomes pregnant, and 

(Continued on next page) 














































ISLAND OF EXILED WOMEN 

( Continued) 

refuses to name the man, is likely to 
draw a six-month sentence of exile 
on Luanape. Contrariwise, a girl who 
is visited by a “creeping rapist” at 
night (the moetotolo) and who tries 
to protect him or herself by keeping 
quiet, can get three months. The girl 
who does name her lover against his 
wishes is packed off for seven months, 
and if she names an innocent party, 
she can get a year. 

An island belle who is unfaithful to 
her husband behind his back gets 
sentenced; so does one who declines 
to sleep with any man her husband 
may choose to lend her to. A girl who 
takes excessive pleasure in the act of 
love may get sent to Luanape to have 
her ardor cooled, while a frigid girl 
may also get put in isolation for a 
while. 

You can see from all this that the 
sexual mores of the South Pacific 
islanders are anything but simple. You 
don’t have to bother threading your 
way through the maze of conditions 
and qualifications for exile. The im¬ 
portant point is that there is such an 
island, and at all times it’s stocked 
with two to three hundred island girls, 
serving “sentences” of three months 
to two or three years, depending on 
the nature of their offense. There are 
no guards. None are needed. The is¬ 
land is well isolated by water, and 
even if any prisoner could escape, she 
wouldn’t, because it would earn her 
eternal disgrace in her tribe. 

I found out all the foregoing facts 
in the spring of 1949, when I was 
kicking around Tonga and the Fiji 
Islands working for Allied Tin Ex¬ 
ports, Ltd. I picked up the story as a 
bit of interesting island gossip, and 
filed it away in the back of my head 
as a good anecdote to relate when 
and if I ever got back to the States. 
You know—sitting around with a beer 
in your hand, amusing the yokels by 
saying, “and they also tell the tale 
of the island of lonely women, exiled 
from their community for crimes of 
love—” 

And then the story ceased to be 


island gossip for me, and became grim 
reality. We jump now to June, 1954. 
I wasn’t in the tin business any more, 
having quit with a good bundle of 
cash and the idea of loafing for a 
couple of years. I was still in the 
South Pacific, though. I had been 
mixed up in a little gun-running in 
Indonesia, had taken part in a small 
uprising in the Philippines—nothing 
exciting, really, though it sounds ad¬ 
venturous as all get-out. Just a lot 
of knocking around in sweaty jungles. 

By ’54 I was getting ready to call 
it a day and head back to civilization. 
And then, in New Guinea, I met this 
fellow who was looking for a com¬ 
panion on a little trip to the islands 
to the east. 

His name was Kelly, Sean Brian 
Kelly, and he was an American mil¬ 
lionaire type who wanted to cruise 
the islands, taking movies and I sup¬ 
pose having some fun with the native 
women. He offered me $350 a week 
to keep him company, and at that 
price I was more than willing. 

He had this sloop. Green Erin, and 
^ he had a redhead named Donna to 
go with him. Kelly gave me the im¬ 
pression that I could share Donna with 
him on the trip, but sorry to say I 
never got the chance. I saw her only 
once—a tall, broad-shouldered girl 
with flashing eyes, flaming hair, and 
magnificent breasts. She was drunk, 
and Kelly was drunker, and when I 
showed up at the dock she was telling 
him off. He was trying to paw her, 
and as I showed up he grabbed hold 
of her and pulled her blouse open. 
Buttons went popping everywhere. 
She had nothing on underneath but 
skin, and what I saw made me tingle 
all over. 

“Here’sh my ol’ pal Lin,” he mut¬ 
tered drunkenly. “Take a look at her. 
Ain’t she a beaut?” 

Donna hauled off and belted Kelly, 
and pulled her blouse closed, in that 
order. Then she finished telling him 
off, in words that would blister the 
paper if I wrote them down, and stalk¬ 
ed away. 

“Come on,” Kelly mumbled. “We’re 
leaving now.” 


I wanted to tell him that storm 
warnings were up halfway across the 
Pacific, but he wouldn’t have any of 
that. He was determined to strand 
Donna here, and he threatened to take 
off by himself if I wouldn’t go with 
him. So I had no choice. The pale 
globes that were Donna’s breasts still 
had my heart pounding, and I 
regretted the dumb quarrel that had 
cost us her services. Before the trip 
was over, though, I was wishing lon^- 
ingly for the chance to enter a monas¬ 
tery and never see a female form 
again. 

Drunk as he was, Kelly handled 
that sloop pretty well. He sobered up 
after a while, and was bitter on the 
subject of women in general and Don¬ 
na in particular. We vowed to take 
out our frustrations on the women of 
the first island we struck. 

For a couple of days we headed 
eastward. We were in the vicinity of 
the Gilbert Islands when the gale came 
down on us out of the northeast. It 
smashed up the rigging and beat the 
bejabbers out of the ship, and it be¬ 
gan to be very clear to me that Green 
Erin was going to go down. I tried 
to get the idea across to Kelly, but he 
wasn’t having any. Full of Bushmill’s, 
he struck a pose and bellowed against 
the winds, “This vessel can withstand 
a hurricane!” 

“Maybe so, but it isn’t going to sur¬ 
vive this gale. Let’s break the dinghy 
out and head to shore.” 

The ship was filling fast. I made 
my way to the radio and sent out an 
S.O.S., over Kelly’s violent objections. 
Then I got the dinghy out. Kelly was 
drunker than ever, and refused to 
abandon the ship, though we were 
shipping water seriously now. 

He was somewhere aft, roaring de¬ 
fiance at the elements. I went to got 
him, figuring I’d knock him out and 
stow him in the dinghy, when a wave 
the size of the Empire State Building 
hit us. I held on tight, and when the 
wave had passed, Kelly was gone. 

Just gone. And the boat sinking. 
What the hell would you do? I don’t 
know, but all I did was to get into 
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